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Am I made show of for a titular fool
And have no hand in enterprise of yours,
Xor tongue, nor presence ?   Not alone my name
That is rubbed out and grated off your gold,
But myself plucked out of your register,
Made light account of, held as nothingness,
Might move me------

Queen.                      Whither ?

Darnky.                            To some show of wrath

More than complaint, if I were minded ill.
Here is a breach made with the English queen,
Our cousin of England, a wide-open breach,
A great-grown quarrel, and I no part of it,
Not named or known of.

Queen.                           You are the happier man

Heavenward, if blessed be the peaceable.

Darnlcy. The happier heavenward, being the world-
lier shamed ;

The less I like it.    You have suddenly cast forth
A man her servant and ambassador,
With graceless haste and instance, from the realm,
On barren charge of bare complicity
With men now banished and in English bounds,
But not attaint of treason toward us yet
Nor deadly doomed of justice.

Queen.                                    Not attaint ?

Give not your spirit trouble for that; the act
Is drawn by this against them, and the estates
Need but give warrant to their forfeiture
Now it has passed the lords of the articles ;